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Corsica and a Shabby Lieutenant
widow could afford, but not much more, for though
had this big house, a little country retreat at Melleli,
and the two old farmsteads inland, there was not much
ready money.
She was engaged at the moment in sewing on a pair
of breeches for little Jerome, and sat near the bedstead
that she might be with the old man, who was a bit rest-
less. She was very fond of him, for he had been just in
his way, and kindly enough to her restless brood since
her husband's death. True, he had been a little cautious
of purse, but that was because he was a careful man, and
thought the best way to teach his grandnephews to be
provident was not to let them know how many gold pieces
he had tucked away under the mattress. Perhaps, too, he
thought this the best way to provide for Letizia, who
was a "woman of sense," when he was gone, which would
be soon. But Letizia was too kind ever to speculate about
either the probable time of his taking off or the sum total
of his gold pieces.
As for her half-brother Fesch, he also was too amiable
to worry, though he was not much like his sister. Indeed
an observer would have said that Letizia, had she been
a man, would not have cared to be a priest, while the
Abbe Fesch was not miscast in that r61e. His broad fat
face showed the Swiss blood of his father—her stepfather
—and though he was thirteen years her junior and only
twenty-seven, his hair was already thinning at the temples
and fell benignantly behind in curls over his clerical shoul-
ders. Altogether he was a docile soul and not without
parts or a pinch of dry humor* As the third boy, Lucien,
warned for the old archdeacon—a sharp-tongued rascal,
that boy, and himself a youth of parts—had said, "Uncle
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